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Fashion"That’s my address, Revel," Lord 
Edgar heard him say, with a sigh. 
“For HeavenZs sake, help me, it you 
can! I am in hard case to-night; 1 
am—almost starving. I—"

Clifford Revel waved him away, 
With the same icy, pitiless air.

"Good-night—I am engaged," he 
said; and the man, thus cut short, 
started as it he had been stung, and 
walked swiftly away.

Lord Edgar came up, looking after 
him.

“Why, who was that poor fellow, 
Clifr he asked.

Clifford Revel laughed heartlessly.
"A fellow who was at college with 

me—an improvident scamp, who ap
pears to have made a mess of it 
Come down to begging, it seems."

“Did you—did you give him any- 
thlngT” asked Lord Edgar, in lhis 
blunt fashion.

Clifford Revel shrugged his shoul
ders,

"My dear Edgar, what would have 
been the use? He would have spent 
it at the neareet pub! Don't trouble 
yourself about him. Good-night"

And he got into the hansom.
"Good-night," said Lord Edgar, but 

shutting the
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rather absently: 
doors, he walked away, with rather 
a Bad look on his face.

The man’s appearance, voice, plead
ing, despairing gesture, as he turned 

and it was with
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Lord Edgar was the first to turn, 
and saw a young man standing close 
behind them. He was seedily dressed 
and wore that look of "hard-upish- 
ness” which is discernible at a glance. 
In a word, he looked half starved. 
Even at the first glance a feeling of 
pity sprung into Lord Edgar’s heart.

“Revel,” said the man, "is that 
you?”

Clifford Revel turned, in his slow, 
self-possessed fashion, and eyed him 
coldly.

“My name is Revel,” he said, his 
keen eyes taking in the appearance of 
the man, and his voice hardening 
insistently.

“I thought so. I—I—thought I was 
Vbt mistaken. Don't you know me?”

“I haven’t tiiat—honor,” was the 
cold, contemptuous reply.

“No?” said the man, ln a tone of 
disappointment that touched Lord 
Edgar to the core. “And yet we were 
great chums at college. My name is 
Nagle.”

A cold light of remembrance and 
recognition gleamed for a moment in 
Clifford Revel’s eyes.

“Ah yes!” he said, coolly. "I beg 
your pardon—I remember now.”

“Yes, I am Charlie Nagle," said tile 
man. “Can*I—can you give me a 
minute, Revel?”

Clifford Revel took out his watch 
and glanced at It calmly.

“A minute—yes,” he said.
Lord Edgar drew back, but, though 

out of earshot, not out of sight, "and 
he saw the man go through the well- 
worn from of button-holing which is 
so suggestive of begging. The light 
of the cab lamp fell full upon the 
two faces—upon the pale, eager, im
ploring face of the stranger and on 
the cold, impassive one of Clifford 
Revel. It seemed to Lord Edgar to 
grow harder and colder as the face 
of the suppliant grew more anxious 

,and pleading, and a contemptuous 
smile crossed the thin lips as the 
man who had given his name as 
Charlie Nagle at last drew out r. piece 
of paper and wrote on it

' 2509—This Is Just the style for sat
in, crepe, gabardine, foulard, silk or | 
wool Jersey cloth and nice for other i 
seasonable

away, haunted him 
a start that he saw the seedy figure 
leaning against the railing of a 
house within a tew yards of the Al
bany.

He went up to him and laid his 
hand upon his shoulder, and the man 
turned without a start, but in the 
dull, apathetic manner of a man to 
whom nothing is a surprise.

“I beg your pardon," said Lord Ed
gar; “I saw you speaking to my 
friend Just now—"

The man put his hand to his brow, 
and nodded, vacantly.

“To Revel? Yes. He and I wer e,” I 
bitterly, “great friends in college, and 1 
I presumed to address him—I say 
presumed; you see what I am, what 
a difference there is between us,” and 
he glanced downward at his seedy 
outward man. “I was wrong to do 
so. Prosperity does not acknowledge 
misfortune’s claim to friendship."

Lord Edgar looked at the man, and 
then up at the gas-lamp, 
the most embarrassed of the two.

"I—I am afraid that you are not 
well,” he said, gently.

The man laughed bitterly.
"I believe that I am dying," he 

said. "At any rate, I am very ill.”
“What’s the matter?" said Lord Ed

gar, in his blunt, kindly fashion.
“Matter? Well, if you insist upon 

an answer, I think what ails me is 
exhaustion from inanition; in other 
words, starvation. As I told Revel, 
upon whom it did not seem to have 
much effect, I am nearly starved to 
death. Good-night, sir!”

"Good heavens!” exclaimed Lord 
Edgar, horror-stricken. “Here—wait!” 
and he seized the man by the arm. 
"What do you say? Did you tell him 
that?”

"I did. But you see, he didn’t be
lieve It I suppose he thought I was 
intoxicated. But it was the truth. I 
don’t think I have taken food for a 
day and A half, as i am a gentleman.”

“Great Heaven!

HENRY BLAIR COME
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New Relief For Constipation,mX HEAL THAT SORti "Yes, yes 
"and the lunch?”

“I have ordered that” said Edith, 
calmly.

Lord Edgar got off his horse, and 
stood to examine Edith Drayton's, 
while a groom riding his own was 
leading it up and dowflpr It did not 
please him very much, hut he said 
nothing to the man, and went up the 
steps, and was ushered Into the draw
ing-room.

Edith Drayton came forward, with 
her hand outheld frankly, and, as she 
did so, her eyes scanned his stalwart 
form, and She thought that she liked 
him better in his workman-like riding 
suit than she had ever done in his 
evening dress.

“I am afraid I am late,” he said.
"Oh, no!” she cried; only "a few 

minutes, I am ready because I know 
gentlemen do not like to be kept 
waiting.”

Lord Edgar shook hands with Mrs. 
Drayton.

said Edith.
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“Here,” he said, in his .blunt style, 
but .not roughly—ah, not roughly! 
“Take this, my good fellow. Take it, 
for Heaven’s 'sake!”

The man looked at him, as the 
money dropped into his hand, with a 
dazed wonder. Then he started.

"No, no! Not all this! A shilling 
—half a crown—”

“Yes, every penny!” said Lord Ed- 
' gar, eagerly. "And, If you’ll come to 
i my rooms, I’ll give you some more. 
Good heavens! a gentleman, and 
starving! There, take It, man! What! 
one gentleman can’t help another! 
Nonsense! Put it in your pocket, and 
if you won’t come home with me—” 

The ihan thrust the money into his 
pocket, and grasped the outstretched 
hand.

“May Heaven—no! Who am I 
that I should bless you! But tell me 
your name—tell me, that I mtfy re
member It as the man who saved me 
from starvation—"

“No, no!” said Lord Edgar, his 
voice breaking, "never mind that! 
Take it as from my friend Revel; he 
would have done it if he had had any 
money about him, which he hadn’t. 
There, for Heaven's sake, get some 
food at once!”

The man stared at him; then, with a 
sob of gratitude, pressed the out
stretched hand, and shuffled off into 
the darkness. V,

Lord Edgar looked after.him, pity
ingly, little dreaming how Important 
a part this waif of the night would 
play in the drama of his own life, 
and then went up to his rooms.

GEO. F.

P. O. Box 701

“Shall we go now 
“Your horse doesn’t look as if he 
would care to be kept waiting, any 
more than his master."

“Oh, he’d stand ^11 day," he said, 
carelessly. "But I don't know about 
yours.”

“You don’t like him?” she said, 
with a smile.

Lord Edgar did not reply. Like all 
men who know something about hor
ses, he did not care to give an opi»- 
ion in a hurry.

“We shall see,” he said. “She loôks 
rather fine.”

"Is that against her? Must she. 
look a dowdy to meet with your ap-.TO'
proval?" and she smiled.

He looked at her with frank ad
miration, and colored.

“I don’t like dowdy women," he 
said.

(to be continued.)
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CHAPTER XII.
A BATTLE FOR LOVE.

AT twelve o’clock Edith Drayton 1 
stood ln the window of the drawing
room in Elton Square. She had on 
her riding-habit and chimney-pot hat, 
and held her dainty whip in her 
gauntleted hands. She knew—hnd 
she not been told so a hundred times? 
—that she looked at her best ln the 
habit, that fitted her exquisite bust 
like a skin, and tell in graceful folds 
to her feet, and she had remembered 
it wheiy she hit upon the idea of ask-

Copper Nickel Plated Kettles, Nos. 6, 7, 8, 9, 
Steel Frying Pans, Steel Fire Shovels. 

K Sad Iron Handles, Meat Mincers.
Med. la

When you want something in 
a harry for tea, go to ELLIS’-— 
Head Cheese, Ox Tongue, Boiled 
Ham, Cooked Corned Beef, Bo- 
fongr Sausage.

•very èrwf.

JOHN CLOUSTON’S,
140-2 Duckworth Street, St John’s.

P. O. Box 1243.HINARD’S LINIMENT CUBES COLDS.

iààâAii, L •■Là*.ÜÜÜÀ

CONSERVE
K Y 1 

j CLEAN 
LINESS

LYE
EATS
DIRT

E .W. GILLETT CO. LTD
T O RO N T O, CANAL)

VdtNNiPt'â MONTRE

Vr^vT^vT▼

'V-T^vT/

EEE

mw
fl ASÿ * 1?

l-l*-| iliL Si îhhÜftSiihifiStfilfiïS


